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flesh with the spirit of someone setting out on an expedition.
"Ah, these Claras, Minnas and Mariannes," he wrote his
brother, "how pretty they are. They cost me exorbitant
sums of money." He posed as a professional sensualist, a Don
Juan, but when he returned home he was probably horrified
by what he had done and rinsed his mouth to chase away
the odor of the perfumes that nauseated him.
aln my conversations with him" [from 1846 to 1849],
writes Dr. Yanovsky, "I never heard him say that he was
passionately infatuated with anyone nor even that he loved
a woman." The one he loved he never discussed, because he
admired her. As for the others, he never discussed them be-
cause he despised them. Every Friday he went to the Panaevs
where he found the dreadful Annenkov who was invariably
of the same opinion as his companion; the imposing Sologub
with his monocle screwed into his eye socket; the execrable
Turgenev who posed as an aristocrat; in short, the whole
clique of his rivals, and the whole circle of the Annals of the
Fatherland; all of "our own." And each time he suffered, was
revolted, and "belched forth stupidities" which went from
salon to salon.
One day Madame Panaev saw him running out of Nekra-
sov's office. "He was pale as a corpse and unable to put his
arm into the sleeve of his overcoat that the lackey was hold-
ing for him. Finally he tore the overcoat from the man's
hands and rushed to the staircase. I entered the office and
found Nekrasov in a state of great irritation. 'Dostoevsky
has gone mad,' Nekrasov told me in a voice trembling with
emotion. 'Who told him this legend? He claims that I am
reciting to everyone some infamous verses that I allegedly
wrote against him!' " Actually, it was not a legend.
Another incident is reported by Pavlovsky. One night